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with a wagon from the Beauty Ranch to haul the visitors
up the winding dirt road over which so many tons of grapes
had been hauled before them.

He thrived and gloried in being the host, the benevolent
patriarch, the squire, in seeing his friends and associates
enjoy themselves as they ate at his table, rode his horses
across his mountains, slept in his beds. But best of all he
liked to probe the people who came to his ranch, to find out
" what made them tick," to derive sustenance from the colour
of their character, the wisdom of their mind, the foibles of
their weaknesses, the flavour of their dialogue and the yarns
of their background. What astounded and delighted his
visitors, as hundreds of them have testified, was the clarity
of his mind, the speed and accuracy of his thinking, the depth
and range of his knowledge, and above all, the celerity with
which he extracted and then absorbed the knowledge the
world-renowned specialists brought to his table. No matter
how small a fund of information a guest brought with him,
by the time he left the Ranch Jack was in possession of that
knowledge. Always he talked the other man's subject, asking
adroit questions, discussing heatedly, challenging funda-
mental concepts, correcting his own impressions, informa-
tion, concepts, thinking methods, sometimes besting his
opponent in intellectual dispute even though he might be
disputing the other man's specialty. He relished a battle of
wits; one of his favourite exclamations was, "I'll take
either side!"

He had the profound intellectual curiosity of the true
scholar; he had amassed one of the finest collections of
socialist books, pamphlets, reports, magazine and newspaper
articles in America; the walls of his workroom were lined
to the ceiling with the books he ordered constantly from
New York and England. "I for one can never have too
many books, nor can my books cover too many subjects. I
may never read them all, but they are always there, and I
never know what strange coast I am going to pick up in
sailing the world of knowledge." The consistency with
which topnotchers glowingly attested that Jack London had